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I RUDYARD KIPLING'S
AMERICAN CATCHES.

I Epic Story of Heroic Size About Exploits
in Salmon Fishing.

MILITANT AND TRIUMPHANT.

How an Englishman Portrays American

Sport to Readers in India

tronp; bat timo ami chauce couietli to all.
I have lived!
The American continent may hot sink under tlie

sea, for I have taken the best that it yields, and the
best was neither dollars, love nor real estate.
Hear now, gentlemen of- the Punjaub Fishing

Club who whip the reaches of the Tavi and
you who painfully import trout over to Otacamund,and I will tell you how olcl man California
and I went fishing and you shall envy.
IWo returned from The Dalles to Portlandby the way we had come, the steamer

stopping en route to pick lip a night's catch
of one of the salmon wheels on the river and to
deliver it at a cannerj down stream.
Y/hen the proprietor of the wheel announced that

his take was 2,230 pounds weight of flsh "and not a

heavy catch neither" I thought he lied. But he
ueut the boxes aboard and I counted the
salmon by the hundred.huge fifty poundershardly dead, scores of twenty and
thirty pounders and a host of smaller fish. They
were all Chenook salmon, as distinguished from
the "steel head" and the "silver side." That is to
say, they were royal salmon, and California and I
dropped a tear over them as monarchs who deserveda better fate, but the lust of slaughter enteredinto our souls and we talked fish and forgot
the mountain scenery that had so moved us a day
before.
The steamer halted at a rude wooden warehouse

built on piles in a lonely reach of the river and
Bent in the fish. I followed them up a scale strewn,
fishy incline that led to the cannery. The crazy
building was quivering with the machinery on its
floors and a glittering bank of tin scraps twenty
feet high showed where the waste was thrown after
the cans had been punched.

IN A CANNERY.
Only Cninamen were employed on the work, and

thoy looked like t)lood besmeared, yellow devils
as they crossed the rifts of sunlight that lay

I upon the floor. When our consignment arrivedthe rough wooden boxes broke of themselves
as they were dumped down under a jet of water
and the salmon burst out in a stream of quicksilver.A Chinaman jerked up a twenty pounder,
beheaded and detailed it with two swift strokes of
a knife, flicked out its internal arrangements with
a third and cast it into a blood dyed tank. The
headless fish leaped from under his hands as

though they were facing a rapid. Other Chinamen
pulled them from the vat and thrust thom under a

thing like a chaff cutter, which descending hewed
them into unseemly red gobbets fit for the can.
More Chinamen, with yellow, crooked fingers,

jammed the stuff into the cans, which slid down
some marvellous machine forthwith, soldering
their own tops as they passed. Each can was

hastily tested for flaws and then sank with a hundredcompanions into a vat of boiling water, there
to be half cooked for a few minutes. The cans

bulged slightly after the operation, and were there-
fore slidden along by the trollyful to men with
needles and soldering irons who vented thom
and soldered the aperture. Except for the
label, the "finest Columbia salmon" was ready
for the market. I was impressed not so much with
the speed of the manufacture as the character of
the factory. Insido. on a floor 90 bv 40. the moat

If civilized and murderous of machinery. Outside,
three footsteps, the tbiok crowing pines and the
immense solitude of the hills. Our steamer only
stayed twenty minutes at that place, but I counted

' 240 finished cans made from the catch of the pre-
vious night ere I left the slippery, blood stained,
scale spangled, oily floors and the offal smeared
Chinamen.

LUST OF KLAUGHTEB.
We reached Portland. California and I crying for

salmon, and a real estate man, to whom we had
been intrusted by an insurance man, met us in the
street, saying that fifteen miles away, across country,we should come upon a place called Clackamas,where we might perchance find what we desired.And California, his coattails flying in the
wind, ran to a livery stable aud chartered a wagou
and team forthwith. I could push the wagon about
with one hand, so light was its structure. The team
was purely American.that is to say. almost
human in its intelligence and docility. Some one
said that the roads were not good on the way to
Clackamas, and warued tie against smashing the
springs. "Portland," who had watched the preparations,finally reckoned "He's come along, too,"
and under heavenly skies we three companions of
a day set forth, Calitornia carefully lashing our
rods into the carriage and the bystanders overwhelmingus with directions as to the sawmills
we were to pass, the ferries we were to cross and
the signposts we were to seek signs from. Half a
mile from this city of fifty thousand souls we
struck land this must be taken literally) a plank

l, road that would have been a disgrace to an Irish
village.

OFF FOB CLACKAMAS.
Then six miles of macadamized road showed us

that the team could move. A railway ran between
us and the banks of the Willamette and auother
above us through the mountains. All the land was
dotted with small townships and the roads were
full of farmers in their town wagons, bunches of
tow haired, boggle eyed urchins sitting in the hay
behind. The men generally looked like loafers, but
their women were all well dressed.
Brown braiding on a tailor made jacket does

not, however, consort with hay wagons. Then we
struck into the woods along what California called
a caniina rente.a good road.and Portland a "fair
track." It wound in and out among lire blackened
stumps under pine trees, along the corners of Jog
fences, through hollows, which must be hopeless
marsh in the winter, and up absurd gradients.
But nowhere throughout its length did I see any
evidence of road making. There was a track.youf couldn't well get off it, and it was all you could do
to stay on it. Tlie dust lay a foot thick in the biind
ruts, and under the dust we found bits of planking
and bundles of brushwood that sent the wagon
bounding into the air. The journey in itself was a
delight. Sometimos we crashed through bracken;
anon, where the blackberries grew rankest, we
found a lonely little cemetery, Ae wooden rails all
nwry and the pitiful stumpy headstones noddirg
drunkenly at the soft^jreen mulleins. Then, with
oatlis and the sound of rent underwood, a yoke of
mighty bulls would swing down a "skid" road,
hauling a forty foot log along a ruaely made slide.
k A valley full of wheat and cherry trees succeeded,
and halting at a house wo bought ten pound weight
kor luscious macs onernes ior souiemmB less tlian
a rupee and got a drink of icy cold water for
nothing, wliile the untended team browsed sagaciouslyby the roadside. Once we found a wayBidecamp of horse dealers lounging by a pool,
ready for a sale or a swap, and once two sun tanned
youngsters shot down a hill on Indian ponies, their
full creels banging from the high pommelled
saddle. They had been fishing and were our
brethren therefore. We shouted aloud in chorus
to scare a wildcat; we squabbled over the reasons
that had led a snake to cross a road; we heaved
bits of bark at a venturesome chipmunk, who was
really the little gray squirrel of India and had come
to cali on me; we lost our way and got the wagon
so beautifully fixed on a khud-bound road that we
had to tie the two hind wheels to get it down.
Above all California told tales of Nevada and

Arizona, of lonely nights spent out prospecting,
the slaughter of deer and the chase of men, of
woman, lovely woman, who is a firebrand in a
Western city and leads to the popping of pistols,
and of the sudden changes and chances of fortuno,
who delights in making the miner or the lumbermana quadruplicate millionnaire and in "busting"
the railroad king.

DAY TO BE REMEMBERED.
That was a day to be remembered, and it

had only begun when we drew rein at a tiny
farm house on the banks of the Clackamas

^ and sought horse feed and lodging, ere we hastened
to the river that broke over a weir not a quarter of
a mile away. Imagine a stream seventy yards
uiunu uiviuou uy it pouwij loutua, iuiimug over seductive"riffles" and swirling into deep, quiet
pools, where the Rood salmon goes to smoke his
pipe after meals. Get such a stream amid
fields of breast high crops surrounded
by hills of pines, throw "in where you
please quiet water, long fenced meadows, and a
hundred foot bluli' just to keep the scencry from
growing too monotonous, and you will get some
faint notion of the Clackamas. The weir had been

t erected to pen the Ohenook sulmou from going
further up stream. We could see them, twenty or
thirty pounds, by the score in the deep pools, or
flying madly against the weir and foolishly skinningtheir noses. They were not our prov, for they
would not riso at a fly and wo knew it. All the
same when one made hio leap aaainst the weir and
landed on the foot plank with a jar tlm shook the
board I was standing on, I would fain have claimed
him for my own capture.
Portland had no rod. He held the gaff and the i
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T HE B C
-zVn Old Fable

It was reported that the Lion was sic]
due to him. Many accordingly went in,
express a hope that he would show he wa

offer his sincerest reverence to his master,
prints ut the mouth of the cave pointed inwai

whiskey. California sniffed up stream and down
stream, across the racing water, chose his ground
and let the gaudy ily drop in the.tail of a riffle. I
was getting ray rod together when I heard the joy-
ous stu-ieK or tn« reel sjiu tha yens of canrornift,
and three feet of living silver leaped into the air
far across this -water. The forces were engaged.

BATTLE BOTgi. WITH KAI.MON. I
The salmon tore up |Bpam, the tense line cutting

the water like a tide -"A.jahind him, and the light
bamboo bowed to breaking. What happened thereafterI cannot tell. California swore and prayed
and Portland shouted advice, and X did all three
for what appeared to be half a day, but was in
reality a little over a quarter of an hour, and sullenlyonr fish came home with spurts of temper,
dashes head on and sarabands in the air, but home to
the bank came he and the remorseless reel gathered
up the thread of his life inch bv inch. We landed
him in a little bay and the spring weight in his
gorgeous gins cneciiea ai ejevon ana one-nair
pounds. Eleven and one-haif pounds of fighting
salmon I We danced a war dance on the pebbles,
and Calirornia caught me round the waist in a hug
that went near to breaking my ribs while he
shouted:."Partner! Partner! This is glory!
Now you catch your fish! Twenty-four years I've
waited for this!"

X went into tnat icy cold river and made my cast
just above the weir, and all but foul hooked a Dlue
and black water snake with a coral mouth who
coiled herself on a stone and hissed maledictions.
The next cast.ah, the pride of it, the rogal splendorof it! the thrill that ran down from finger tip

to toe! Then the water boiled. He broke for the
fly and got it. 'L'hero remained enough
sense in me to give him all he wanted when he
jumped not once but twenty times before the
upstream tiight that ran my line out to the last
half dozen turns, and I saw the nickeled reelbar glitterunder the thinning green coils. My thumb was
burned deep whenl strove to stopper the line. 1

I did not feel it till later, for my soul was out in 1
the dancing weir praying for him to turn ere he 1
took my tackle away. And the prayer was heard. i
As I bowed back, the butt of the rod on my left hip \
bone and the top joint dipping like unto a Weeping t
willow, he turned and accepted each inch of slack
that I could bv any means get in as a favor from on t
high. There bo several sorts of success in this g
world that taste well in the moment of enjoyment, r
but I question whether tue stealthy theft of line j
from au able bodied salmon who knows exactly s
what you are aoing and why you are doing it is s
not sweeter than any other victory within human t
scope. ljiKe ijiuuoniia a jibo, lie ran m me neau on £
and leap3d against the line, but the Lord gave me v
259 pairs of lingers in that hour. The banks and t
the pine trees danced dizzily round me, but I only s
reeled.reeled as for life.reeled for hours, and at t
the end of the reeling continued to give him the r
butt while he sulked in a pool. California was r
further up the reaoh, and with the corner of my d
eye I could see him casting with long casts and
much skill. Then he struck and my fish broke for e
the weir In the same instant, and down the reach i:
we came, California and I, reel answering reel even v
as the morning stars sing together. n

SWEETS OF VICTORY. fc
The first wild enthusiasm of capture had died u

away. We were both at work now in deadly earnest
to prevent the lines fouling, to stall off a down- I
stream rush for shaggy water just above the weir, 5
and at the same time to get the lish into the shallow e
bay down stream that gave the best practicable t
landing. Portland bade us both be of good heart, a
and volunteered to take the rod from my hands. s

I would rather have died among the pebbles
than surrender my right to play and land a salmon,
weight unknown, with an eight ounco rod. I
heard California, at my ear it seemed, gasping,
"He's a fighter from Fightersville sure," as his fish
made a fresh break across the stream. I saw Portlandfall off a log fence, break the overhanging A
bank and clatter down to the pebbles, all sand and
landing net, and I dropped on a log to rest for a
moment. As I drew breath the weary hands slack- j
ened their hold and I forgot to give him the butt.
A wild scutter in the water, a plunge and a break

for the head waters of the Clackamas was my reward,and the weary toil of reeling in with one oye
under the water and the other on the top joint of a
the rod was renewed. Worst of all, 1 was blocking ,

California's path to the little landing bay aforesaid,
and he had to halt and tire his prize where he was. a

"The father«of all the salmon l" he shouted. "For u
the love of heaven get your trout to bank, Johnny
Bull!" But I could do no more. Even the insult
failed to move me. The rest of the game was with h
tue salmon. lie suffered himselt to oe drawn, e
skipping with protended delight at eettine to tho ,

haven where I would fain bring hint. Yet no sooner
did he feel shoal water under his ponderous 1
belly than he backed like a torpedo boat and ^
the snarl of the reel told me that my labor was in
vain. A dozen times at least this happened ere
the line hinted he had given up that battle and P
would be towed in. He was towed. The landing e:
net was useless for one of his size, and I would not
have him gaffed. I stepped into the shallows and
heaved him out with a respectful hand under the C
gill, for which kindness ho battered me about tho w
legs with his tail, and I felt the strength of him and
was proud. California had taken my place in the a

shallows, his fish hard held. I was up the bank a

lying full length on the sweet scented grass and it
gasping in company with my first salmon caught,
played and landed on an eight ounce rod. My A

hands were cut and bleeding, I was dripping with a:
sweat, spangled like harlequin with settles, wst'.-r tj
from my waist down, nose peeled by the sun. but
utterly, supremely ana consummately happy.
The beauty, the darling, the daisy, my Salmon o;

Bahadur, weighed twelve pounas, and I had been w
seven and thirty minutes bringing him to bank.
He had been lightly hooked 011 the angle of the
right jaw and the hook had not wearied him. That ti
hour I sat among princes and crowned heads, je
jreater than them all. Below the bank we heard
California scuiiliug with his salmon and swearing 11
Spanish oaths. Portland and I assisted at the cap- a<
;ure, and the fish dragged the spring balance out j
ay the roots. It was only constructed to weigh up
;o fifteen pounds. We stretched the three fish on the
trass.tlie eleven and a half, the twelve and fifteen li
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)aus inves:
(tlie IPox and the £

s and confined to his den, where he would
but it was observed that the Fox very c

s not insensible to motives of respect at

and to say that he had more than once be

'd, and none outward..uEsop's Fables.

pounder.and we gave an oath that all who came
after should merely be weighed and put back again.

RESTING ON LAUBKjLS.
How shall I tell the glories of that day bo that

you may be Interested did Californiaand I prance down that reach to the little
bay, eaoh with a salmon in tow, and land him in the
shallows. Then Portland took my rod and caught
some ten pounders, and my spoon was carried
away by an unknown leviathan. Each fish, for the
merits of the three that had died so gamely, was
hastily hooked ou the balance and flung back.
Portland recorded the weight In a pocketbo^k, for
he was a real estate man. Each fish fought for all
he was worth, and none more savagely than the
smallest, a game little six pounder. At the end of
six hours we added up the list. Ilead it. Total:.
Sixteen fish; aggregate weight, 141 pounds. The
score in detail runs something like this.it is only
interesting to those concerned:.15, 11%, 12, 10,
9%, 8 and so forth; as I have said, nothing under
six pounds and thren ten pounders.
Very solemnly and thankfully we put up our

rods.it was glory onough for all time.and relumedweeping iu each other's arms, weeping
tears or pure joy, to mat simple, Dareiegged ramily
n the packing case house by the water side.
The eld farmer recollected days and nights of fierce

warfare with the Indians "way back in the fifties,"
ivhen every ripple of the Columbia River and her
;ributaries hid covert danger. God had dowered
aim with a queer, crooked gift of expression and a
lerce anxiety for the welfare of his two little
rons.tanned and reserved children, who attended
school daily and spoke good English in a strange
;ongue.
His wife was an austere woman, who had once

>een kindly, and perhaps handsome.
Very many years of toil had taken the elasticity

>Ut of step and voice. She looked for nothing bet-
er than everlasting work.the chafing detail of
lousework.and then a grave somewhere up the
till among the b'ackberri a and the pines. But in
ior grim way she sympathized with her eldest
laughter, a small and silent maiden of eighteen,
rbo haa thoughts very far from the meals she
ended and the pans she coured.
We stumbled into the household at a crisis and
here was a deal of downright humanity in that
ame. A bad. wicked dressmaker had promised the j

« man IU wrno lUL a lu-uiufruw S l»i 1 ^ ilV
ouruey, and though the barefooted Georgy, who <
tood in very wholesome awe of his sister, had )
coured the woods on a pony in search, that dress
lever arrived. So, with sorrow in her heart and a 1

uindred Sister Anne glances up the road, she '
waited upon the strangers and, I doubt not, cursed j
hem for the waaits that stood between her
nd her need for tears. It was a genuine little
raeedy. The mother. In a heavy, passionless voice,
ebuked her impatience, yet sat up far into the
light bowed over a heap of sewing for the
laughter's benefit. j
These things I beheld in the long marigold
cented twilight and whispering night, loafaground tue little house with California,
irlio unfolded himself like a lotus to the
noon, or in the little boarded bunk that was our
ledroom, swapping tales with Portland and the old
aan.
Most of the yarns began in this way:."Red

;arry was a bull puncher back of Lone county,
lontana," or "There was a man riding the trail
oet a jack rabbit sitting in a cactus," or " 'Pout
he time of the San Diego land boom a woman from
lonterey, &c." You can try to piece out for yourelveswhat sort of stories they were.

KUDYAKD KIPLING.

NEW PUBLICATIONS.

N IBSEN DRAMA THAT COVERS THREE HUNDRED
PAGES.ONB M' BE LONG LOOK AH AD.

Imperor and Galilean a World-Historic Drama .

uy tienrm Ibsen. .Edited by William Archer. 5
Scribner & Welford, New York.
Although a play which probably never -will be (

cted, "Emperor and Galilean" is the grandest of '

bsen's prose dramas. It is a work in which the
uthor's principal faults, which are verbosity and 1
:ncertainty of grasp, become almost virtues, so 3
rell do they comport with the mental nature of ,
is hero. The work consists of two five act parts, (

ach complete in itself, the first being "Cassar's i

postasy" and the second "The Emperor Julian." f
he character is of course tho Emperor Julian, <

ho was reared a Christian, but who, while still J
ery young, made his way tnrough Greek philoso- i
by back to heathenism, and who when he became t
mperor reared anew the altars which bad b^en J
ast down by his illustrious uncle, the Emperor
onstantine. The author takes no liberties
ith history. The great incidents of the drama t

re according to Gibbon and other authorities, '

iid the character of Julian himself is not 8

l any way changed from the accepted estimate. ^

Ilomau who also is a sentimentalist, a man of 1

flairs whose ambitions are yet more in the direc- a

on of dialectics and aesthetics than of power and 6

leaaure, his character is attractive to dramatists £
f high purpose, Ibsen being only one of several t
no nave printed studies of it.
Although in many respeots defective of construe- .
on, as a work of dramatic art "Emperor and Gali- t

ian" is a series of strong scenes and vivid por- ?
aitures and of careful studies of life and char- t
3ter during a troublous period of Roman history, y
he Emperor Constantius, during whose reign the 5
rama begins, had slain all possible aspirants to E
le throne except Julian and his half brother s
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CMENT CO M:
>ick Lion) witli a I*

be happy to see any of Lis subjects who

:arefully kept away. The Lion noticed his
id charity by coming and paying his duty li'

>en on the point of coming to see him, but

Gallus, who at the time of the slaughter were mere

cmiaren. as tnese youtns nearecl maturity, their
liii ha ving been spent in seclusion and exile, Oonsc,*ntii;sbooomes a melitil wreck, and divides
bis time between remorse and suspicion.
The first quality finally impels him to
name Julian "C®sar" at the age of twentyfour,and put him in command of the
Roman armies in Gaul and give him the Emperor's
sister to wife. Suspicion, however, causes him to
fill the young General's camp with spies, and
finally, after Julian's successful campaign against
the Germans, to divide bus army, deprive bim of
honors and drive his wife to death through insanity,during which she tortured ber husband by disgracefulconfessions which had no cause. As all
the servants of a suspicious man must be double
faced, Julian found but one man from the Court
whom he could trust, and even this man finally
confessed that he had been a spy. Julian, moved
by dread and uncertainty as much as by Pagan
philosophy, attributes many of his misfortunes to
cno influence of Christianity, so when he becomes
Emperor he announces his belief in the old gods,
though he promises religious toleration. Not
greatly loving power, yet impatient of rivalry, he
mentally crosses swords with the Man of Nazareth,whom ihe Christians insisted should rule the
earth. All his counsellors and courtiers changed
religions as easily as they changed their garments,
but Christians among the common iieople remainedsteadfast, and wonders which appeared
miracles strengthened their faith, tliougb tha Emperorfinally lost his tolerant spirit and ordered
severe persecutions.
On the stage either part of this drama would be

9ar mnrft tiraHOma t.h«n anv nnA of RhalrftSinAarA'K

iistorical plays which might be produced "uncut,"
though the scenes and "business" are effective and
;lie speeches.except Julian's.short. To the
eader, however, it is full of interest, and will be
ittentively read from beginning to end, although
t stretches through three hundred and lifty pages,
i. D. 2,000. By Lieutonant Alvarado M. Fuller,
U. S. A. Laird & Lee, Chicago.
This is aoout the shortest look ahead that has

seen put into print; it is also the clearest. LieutenantCobb, of the regular army, finds promotion
slow and no active service.in prospect. He inter>stshimself in applied science, and discovers a

neans of suspending animation for any given
;ime, so he gets an indefinite leave of absence and
ias two friends to seal him up, with ozone generitors,in the base of a monument in San FranJisco.Some papers which ho left in the War Departmentaccidentally turned up a hundred years
ater and led to the discovery of a small safe
irhich he had ordered opened, and which containeda statement of his whereabouts. He was
jxhumed, and found that the world had been movngrapidly while ho slept. He was taken East by a
pneumatic railway train which made two hundred
md forty miles au hour exclusive of stops, but
;art of the journey was made by submarine
steamers, which ran through the Central
iea.an immense body of water caused by the
snbsidoace of part of the Ohio Valley through the
jxplosion of an enormous gas well. He finds hu-
nan nature about the same as ever, but there is a
sreat deal more of it. Tho United States includes
ill of North America, with a population of live
jundred millions; Kngland and Germany have be-
:ome republics. Volapak is an international lan-
ruage, telegraphy is sympathetic instead of el 'c-
:ric, although electricity is the motive power in
arge mechanical operations; ocean currents have
jeen changed so much that .Eastern America en-
oys the temperature of California, airsuips go to
ho North l'ole, the ocean "lanes" are Studded
vith stations, malieat^e glass lias supplanted
>ther buildincr materials, and only love, baseball
md other creature comforts are as they wore. Of
iourse, there is a love story; the hero's original
iweetheart mourned so seriously for him after his
leparture that her father, who knew the method
>f suspending animation, put her to sleep in a
ropicai islaud, where sue was roused to life and
ove a century later. It is quite a Jules Vernc-lsU
)OOlX.
i Colonial Reformer. By Rolf Boldrewood. Macmillan& Co., New York.
This i« nut. fi ViinoMiihi-

o be gratefully welcomed, by a deserving and long
luffering minority of novel readers, for there is
lomething in it besides the inevitable love tale.
rile hero is a clever and well-to-do youna Englishnai),whoso principal fault, after inexperience, is
in inherited tendency to reform other people, himelfbeing the znodeJ and standard to which all
hould conform. Such Englishmen generally inlictthemselves upon tne United States.tor a
irief period; but the hero of this story takes his
deals and £5,000 out to Australia, where he has
uauy adventures, laughable and otherwise, and
ucceeds in reforming himself. Even this result i
pould not be obtained except through much assist-
nee from men quite as good as he and far wiser. The 1
uterest of the reader, however, is not confined to ;
ho hero; there is a heroine who comes into the
iages occasionally, to the reader's delight.a <

oung woman of admirable mind and physique, <

rho is refreshingly free from the susceptibility of 1
Qost novelists'young women, and who will not i

uarry until she finds a man who has force as well <

iB SHEET.

P A NI E S.
^ew Application.

might come to pay the homage that was

absence and sent one of his jackals to

ke the rest. The Fox told the Jackal to
ll.P. hrtrf. in irttih. Ah&erfcrl. 1h.nf. nil the +r\n1-

...... ~vv» ...... JW-as

manners and morals. Tha remaining oharao
ters, of whom there are many, are all true to Australia-,of which country the author Is a native.
They are merchant priftces, squatters, gentlemen,
adventurers and ruffians, and the hero's experiencesare as unexpected and sometimes as thrillinga# any that have befallen young men of large
sentiment and small sense who have ventured into
our Western border.a land whose men and mannersare called to mind by this tale from the island
continent. Another merit of the book is its length.
A succession of unusual scenes and characters can
be endured a long time, and "A Colonial Reformer"
is two or three times as long as the average novel.
An Idyl of War Times. By Major W. C. Bartlett,

U. S. A. Lew Vanderpoole Publishing Company,
New Tort. j
Some recollections rather than a story consti-

tute this little book.recollections of the late civil
war and of incidents in the livos of two soldiers
during the conflict. Both men fell in love, but
without marring experiences until death suddenly
robbed one of his swoetheart. The book is more
interesting for its characters and scenes, all well
known, than for what is said and done. Tne other
soldier is a type of the ideal American, earnest and
strong, with much reserve force and full of sentimentwhich seldom reaches his lips.
A Washington Bible Ci,ass. By Gail Hamilton. D.
Appleton & Co., New York.
IIow much heterodoxy there may be in orthodox

circles and how sincerely and largely religious the
heterodox may be is forcibly brought to attention
by this interesting volume. The author is a ruem- '

ber of that Now England denomination which was ,

practically organizod in the cabin of the Mayflower, <
and among her near friends are many teachers of <

theology, but she rambles among leading subjects <

and expresses her mind freely, though not more *
.so than some noted and trusted pastors have done. 1

Tho liook of Genesis, the Institutes of Moses, the <

Mystery of Melchizedek, Miracles, Inspiration, the '

Origin of Sacrifice and other burning theological
questions are discussed from the rational standpoint,yet always with the recognition of the existenceof a Supreme Being and of divine law. The ]
author frankly admits that the olass was not a de- <

bating club and that sho did all the talking. 1

A Handbook or Florida. By Charles Ledyard '

Norton. With Forty-nine Maps and Plans. Long- J
mans, Green & Co., New York. ; J
The first edition of this work was devoted to that t

portion of Florida which lies on the Atlantic coast. {
The new publication embraces the entire State. It *

is thereforo a veritable handbook instead of a mere t
guide to winter resorts and fishing grounds. Each t

county is described carefully, and good maps. 1
generally so large that they must be folded.accompanythe descriptions. All health resorts aro I
specified, as also are districts interesting to the
hunter and fisherman, but the book will be equally
useful to the agriculturist and manufacturer. The 1
book is in all respects a model for future compilers
of State handbooks.
The Law of Collateral Inheritance, Legacy ahd j

Succession Taxf.s. By Benjamin F. Dos Passos.
L. K. Strouse k Co., New York. ] »

By the production of this work Mr. Dos Passos t
has rendered the legal profession and the public v

a valuable service and won signal credit for him- n
Bclf. e

It is a subject already important and destined to 1

erow in importance. The equity and policy of
imposing a tax on property inherited by col- t,
lateral heirs and strangers have been generally jj
recognized. Such a tax, as well as a tax on inheri-
tances by direct heirs, has long prevailed in Kng- F
lajid and on the Continent. In this country the n
direct inheritance system has not boen intro- 0
eluded, and as yet the collateral inheritance has B
uettu accopiea in omj aooui mue ot.aies, me .aew
York statute being enacted in 1885. But the rea- n
sons in favor of the latter warrant Mr. Dob Phssos, v
we think, iu predicting that it Will eventually becomoa law in all of the States. t
Until the apj^earanoe of the present volume there jj

was no American treatise on the subjeet. Mr. Dos
iPassos has supplied this want by a work which jj
proves his superior fitness for the task. His ex- .

perience In the District Attorney's oflico in the £
performance of duties connected with the enforoe- j
ment of the law of this State baa been a decided (1
advantage to him. but it is evident that ho n
has not relied too much on it. His treat- K
mcnt betrays the bold, sure hand of one who has jj
mastered his subject, and who, though a novicc in

legalliterature, writes with the clearness, concise- j!
ness and acouracy of the trained author. t:
The practical value of the book is still fnrther

enhanced by an appendix giving the statutes of £
New York, Pennsylvania, Jtaryland and Conuecti-

cutand forms for use under the New York law.
A Bride fp.om the Bush. By a New Writer. John t
W. Lovell Co., New York. b
The bouncing rural beauty who marries into a *

Family that is nothing if not conventional in the *

heroine of this tale, and she makes life miserable t
for every one, hersolf included. She is brought *

from Australia, where her husband found her, and f
she has all the accomplishments peculiar to "the e
bush." She can ride, shoot and hit a half crown c
with the tip of a whiplash twenty foet long. She
lias at her tongue's end all the slang of the sheen p
ranch and country shop, but is entirely lacking ill n
Luauners.even country manners; she is thought- t
less and aggressive, and has nothing attractive e
ibout her but her beauty. Her doings at her hus- ti
band's ancestral home made great fun for every c
"me but her husband's relatives, but one day she z
:hances to see herself as others see her and hurries t
back to Australia, whither her husband follows her t>
md remain8. The story is a good one to laugh C
>ver. ii
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SHALL YOUNG MEN
GO INTO POLITICS 1

Political Sages Bestow Advice Upon
Aspirins Youthful Citizens.

GO IT WHILE YOU'RE YOUNG

Young Men Who Are Competent and
Conscientious Owe Service to

Public Affairs.

Just after an election, or while any great political
question is fresh before the people, many young
men, and more especially studeuts in colleges and
high schools, dream of political careers. It is a,

question whether such dreams should be encouragedor whether the ambitions of youth should be
turned to more rractioal channels. It is an interestingquestion, and the opinions of men who cau

well lay claim to be leaders among their fellow
men are of more than passing interest.

FBOM THE OLD MAN ELOQUENT.
General John M. Palmer, the old democratic war

horse of Illinois, is one of the great leaders of his
party and his opinion is entitled to great respect.
He says:."By all moans let the boys take a hand
in politics and get their share of the offices, too. We
want our young men to be good citizens, and they
cannot attain to the full extent of the duties of
citizenship unless they take an active interest in
the workings of practical politics. I have always
done all in my power to welcome bright youug
men into the councils of the democratic party. It
is good for the party to have them there and it is
good for the young men to be there."

THE WAVE OF THE BANDANA.

Ex-Judge Allen G. Thurman, of Ohio, the recent
candidate of the democratic party for Vice Presi-
(lent ol the united States, in a short note says:.
"We want the young men in politics because their
active good sense will make them workers. The
doors of the democratic party are wide open for
the young men, who will find that the old campaignerswill not insist upon a monopoly of the
honors and offices. An infusion of fresh, new
blood will do both of the old parties good."

EDITOR HALSTEAD'S OPINION.
Mr. Murat Hals toad, of the Brooklyn StandardUnion,but formerly editor of the Cincinnati C'ommercial-Gazette,a defeated candidate for the United

States Senatn and President Harrison's nominee
for Minister to Russia, but rejected by the United
States Senate, says:.

"X don't advise young men about much of anything.If they want to go into politics and win
the rewards of office I don't seo any reason why
they shouldn't, and as for the way that bright
young men can enter the service of their country,if they are bright enough to be of any particular
account they will probably find the way. I
shouldn't know how to blaze a road for them, and
couldn't by my own experience offer them a
straight line of lamp posts."

OHIO'S YOUNG GOVERNOR.
Governor James E. Campbell, of Ohio, one of

the most successful of the democratic party leaders,says:.
"In a general way I do not advise young men to

go into politics with an idea of receiving the rewardsof office. The best way to prepare for politicaladvancement is to thoroughly equip one's
self Intellectually, and demonstrate ability and
character; then, if there be auy gift for or tendencyto political life, honors will follow without
being especially sought after. I think all young
men of college training ought to go into politics in
the senso of taking an active interest and part iu
publio affairs, but, of course, do not advise them
to become office-seekers or to rely upon politics
for a livelihood."

GOVERNOR FLEMING, OF FLORIDA.
Governor Francis P. Fleming, of Florida, say3:.
"I would not advise a vouuc man to into nn.

litieal life solely for the purpose of obtaining office,
as the successful attainment of such end is very
uncertain, and it doe« not always depend upon
the merit or zeal of the aspirant. But most un-

^
<

hesitatingly I advise the young men of our coun-
~

try to take an aotive interest in politios; acquire
an intelligent knowledge of our past political historyand keep posted as to the issue of the present,
striving by all fair and honorable means to make
their impress for good upon the politics of the
country and so preserve our institutions in the
purity and integrity in which they came to ua
from the founders of the government. In so doing
they better fit themselves for the discharge of the
duties which devolve upon those upon whom the
responsibility of office may rest.
"Bosides discharging one's duty as a good citizen,

an active interest and participation in politics will
bring into prominence those who aspire to public
office in the service of their country, which, indeed,is a most worthy ambition. I would, however,particularly caution a young man against the
temptation of improper methods to attain politic*!
preferment. The sacrifice of principle and integrityis too high a price to pay for tlia highest office
in the land. Nor should one ever niaie promises
jr pledges to obtain office which may embarrass
Sim in the proper discharge of duty when he fills
t."

COLONEL ELLIOTT F. SHEPARD.
Colonel Elliott F. Shepard, a rampant republican

n politics, says:. |"Politics is the science of government, and it will
ilways be necessary for the useful conduct of city,
township, borough, county, district. State and
lational government that about ten per cent of
>ur male population should be In public life. It
will always be just that adequate compensation
mould be cald to those who .ira in rmhlin Ufa
?nablo them to devote their time to the proper dis;tiargeof their duties. It will always be true that
'or those who faithtully discharge public duties
;here will be, besides their legal emoluments, au

lutlying compensation of honor and fame which
ire worthy of the ambition of our best citizens.
"Whether these three millions of citizens shall

be taken haphazard from the body politic aud
without any special training, receive the trust of
public confidence and the responsibility of taking
)are of public affairs, or whether we shall do every

:hingreasonable to prepare such men by a course
>f education and progressive .experience for the H
performance of their duties, is a question which
kamita of only one answer.that thdse men should
3e trained, and train themselves in the school of
sxporience for public life. If a young man has a

;ood voice, a good command of language and
deas, high moral sense and sterling patriotism,
vith a good physique and a determination to serve
he public, not limited with the salary which ha
Iraws, but rising to the height of the great inerostswhich he may benefit, then I certainly
vould encourage him to enter upon the arena of
)ublic life."

THE NOVELIST, G. W. CABLE.
Mr. G. W. Cable, the Louisiana novelist, now a
esident of Northampton, Mass., says:.
"Yes, I advise young men, whether of the col»gns,the trades or the laboring masses, to carry

heir interest in politics even to the point of seeingtheir own election to office, although I have
iever myself gone that far nor ever expect to do so.
.ny class of people not interested in the politics of
heir community are in so far a public pest, and
rhatever causes their unconcern is another.
"True, politics, as a calling, differs from what w«

aay term the established professions. A lawyer,
ven a preacher, rightly expects his profession to
urnish him his living, but one who goes into the
iolitical calling must be its husband, or be is no
letter than a man who takes a wife expecting her
d support him. If he is not a sneak at the outset
e will be at the end.
The reason is plain. The established profesionsgive their rewards to all, but in politics there

met always be at least nearly half the politicians
ut of office and without its emoluments. Hence
olitics can never rightly be the imperative source
f a man's living. The man who must hold office
lustn't. He ought to get right out, or else be
oted out.
"IJnless a man is rich or uncovetous, or else &
urncoat, politics can be made by him an estabshedprofession only under that darkest or all
olitical curses.an established party. If a young
aau anywhere can rely upon this party to hold a
ermanent monopoly of legislation and governient,and is therefore comparatively sure of holdupoffice himself, then politics for him will be as

_

ehnitely an established profession as the law. the
avy or 'divinity' in an established church. But I
hould advise him to keep out of it as he values
is moral manhood. It is mainly a belief in the
ermanent, arbitrary monopoly of power by an esfiblishedparty, and tho effort of all parties to be
he established party, that has wrapped every reublicsouth of us in political night and ateoped
heir parties in corruption for a hundred yearts
*"Yet oven under the rule of an established party
hero is still sorno room for a man. embrace of H|be political calling by young men if they are but
rave enough to plight their faith for better, for
orse, to that first essential of true civil liberty
nd safety of any and all classes.European or
.merican, South American, West Indian or Ausralasian,whig or tory, democrat or republican.
he presence everywhere of at least two political
arties, with every man free to choose between
hem: two parties equal in all their rights, and
qually free to enjoy them under equal, ample and
ertain protection.
"In my judgment tho best way to prepare for
olitical advancement is, first, so to equip one's self
lorally and mentally.not to say pecuniarily
bat one shall be free from all feeliuc of dependnceupon the 'rewards of office:' and, second, to
ike one's stand immovably for those public
ondiMons of freedom and equality between cttienand citizen and between parties, without which
be political iife and calling, whether in Massacnuett3or houth Carolina. Pennsylvania, Alabama,
>llio, the Dakota* or California »«.n »»*>»«>

ategrity, honor auu succcss."

I


